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kN "RET Toven, an old Koight, 

Lzoxon a, bis Daughter. 

$2n1GKTLY, a young Gentleman in wk with 
Leonora, 


ger, the Street before Sir Tianothy's Þ 

Enter * 4 tui d like an Exebange Girl 
OY as; « Band-box. 
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— all the sb, n 0 ole 
fellows breathing, my maſter's miſ- 
treſs's father is one. of the moſt hard to be dealt; 
withal ; and therefore tis for a man of my parts 
to ſucceed in an affair that bas baffled the, wit of 
all my fellow-ſervants. I perſuaded him, before 
be try'd._ his own fill, to make proof of mine, anc 
Tu warrant I'll get the letter to the 145 s bands, 
if once I come near enough to touch em. I have 
a ftrange inclination to woman-hunting ever fince 
I clamber'd over the houſe-top, and gut to bed to 
Moll at the next door through the garret-window. 
Stay, this is the houſe; let me ſee, I think 1 am 
woman enough in the lower parts, and I am ſure my 
vwper won't fail me. I have braſs enough in my 
fare, and depth enough in my conſcience to be really 
what I look to bean Exchange girl. Itakine, 1“ 
knock, come on't what will; I am ſure I am ſale 
enough i in this dreſs; tor though * tis no new thing 
to find a knave in pertticeats, tis an immodeſt and 
unlawful thing to look for him there, 
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PERSON. E. 


PUN Sprightly* s Man. 
Conyorat Cerro, the Statue, 
Servants and Bearers. 


oby. ru 1. 
Sir Tim, 'Tis 1! Who's I? What's yout ku- 


Hines? 


Toby. I wou'd ſpeak with Madam Leonora, Sir 
Timothy Tough's daughter. 
Sir Tim, In what language wou'd you ſpeak with 


her ? 


\ In what language ? Why in good old En- 


gli 

Sir Tim. Good old Englich I'd have you/to know 
you muſt ſpeak good plain Eoglith, if you talk with 
my daughter, 

Toby. Is your worſhip Mo Timothy Tough 10 
own ſelf then ? 

Sir Tim. Iam the man, 

Toby. I beg your worſhip's pardon, I come Co 
Mrs. Stitch in the New-Exchange, fo pleaſe you . 
Sir, and have brought home a new head for the 
| young lady. 
| Sir Tim. Wait, _— you ſhall bare admit» 
| Lance, He geey from from the window. 

Toby. Rare POR Well! I — 
ſay in my own commendation, tis not every 
talent to manage a thing diſcreetly. "What 2 
this maſter of mine owe me for ſo great a ſervice 


{ He knocks, and Sir Tim. looks out af 4 | windows 
Si Tim. Who's at the door? 


J 


46 1 . TIP aj <p When a man has got 


. 


: OE: 
tuck” among women, they ſay he was born under 
Caper-carn, I think they call it; and 1 ſhell go 
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near to prove that Caper-corn is my maſter's beſt 


planet. Adſme! 1 hear em openiug the door; 
now for it 


I [The door opent, and enter Sir Timothy with a great 


blunderbuſs, and two ſervants with guns and 
buff belts. 

Toby. Bleſs my heart! what figures are here ? 

Sir Tim. Houſewife | I ſuſpe& you for « wicked 
hypocritical deftigning perſon, that has a felonious 
Intention to corrupt the obedience of my daughter ; 
and, leſt you ſhou'd have more rogues in ambuſh, 
T ifſue arm'e, to defend the honour of my family. 
What are you? I ſay, what are you? 

Toby. Oh, dear Sir{ what do you mean ? I ne- 
ver did you any harm in my life, Sir !—Oh! oh! 
loving Sir z have mercy upon me, dear Sir, for the 
ſake of my ſpotleſs virginity. | 

{ Runs bebind'Sir Timothy, who preſents bis blun- 

derbuſs agoinſt one of his owon ſervants. 

Sir Tim. What are you? Speak, or you die. 

_ Firft Ser. Slife, Sir, don't ſhoot ma. I am Ro- 
In. 

Sir Tim. Adſo, a bad miſtake! Iam dim- ght ed, 

truly; but where is the whore, the bawd? I know 


| | what ſoit of a ſhop ſhe keeps, by her hanging out 


the ſign of .a dand-box. What do you do behind, 


houſewife? your vufineſs iT” with the foreparts.[ 


Harry, Robin, preſent with me thus; and when 1 
ſpeak the word, give fire. 

* T bey all preſent their pieces at Toby. 

Toby. Oh, — 24 ſpare — ! ſpare me, 
good gentlemen. ! don't ſhoot me, and I'll tell you all. 
[ He kneels. 

Sir Tim, In the firſt place, as you hope to preſerve 
that abuminable life of yours, anſwer me the truth, 
and nothing but the truth. Whence come you ? 

Toby. From the Exchange, an't pleaſe you. 

Sir Tim. What buſineſs had you? 

Toby. The Exchange, Sir. 

Sir Tim. And what are you? Jilt, ſpeak pre- 
ſently, what are you? | | 

Toby. The New-Exchange in the Strand, Sir. 

Sir Tim. What? are you the New-Exchange ? 
Sliſe! ſpeak ſenſe or you die. I don't think the 
tone of your voice treble enough for a whore, and 
therefore vou muſt be a rogue, firrah. 

'Tvby. The New-Exchange, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Sirrah, tell me truly, what ſex are you 
of, firrah ? | | 

Toby. The Exchange, upon my word, Sir. 
Si, Thy. Is the Exchange your ſex, rogue? Are 
you a man or a whore, firrah ? 
Toby. About the middle of the Inner-walk, Sir. 
FSi Tim. Adslif-, Robin, make ready. 

Toby. Oh! oh ! ſpare my life, and take my band- 
box, S. r. 206 | ; | 

Sir Tim. Give it me, you whore. 3 

Toby. I am no whore, upon my honour, Sir, I am 
bur Squire Spright!y's :1ogue Toby, make the 
worſt of me. Wou'd I were buried fix foot deep 
in my maſter's'dung-hiil! [ Afide. 

[Sir Timothy opens the band-box and finds a letter. 
Si Tim. Let's fee, What's here ? a letter! oh, 
rogue ! here, Harry, Robin, rifle the ribbands, 
and fee if there's never another ſnake in the fool's 
graſs. What's here? [Puts on a pair of ſpectacles ]. To 
the lovely hands of the engaging Leonora Fool 
aſs ' adsooks this fellow makes love like an Ox - 
Jord ſcholar. - I'II open the ſeal. 

[He breaks pen the letter, and while the too fel- 


1 


pe Walking 


Jon in the hall is ſo bigh, that he won't be able to 


1 
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Toby. mor adding 45 IL. ran of 
. Ho 5 [ Reading. ]J—* After =} 24 
yours to get a letter to your hands, the truſty T 
undertook Oh rogue ! did you ſo— I' U— H: 
where is he? ; 

1 Serv. 'An't pleaſe your worſhip, I believe he 
got off whilſt we were rumaging the band-box. 

Sir Tim. I'll rumage you, you careleſs raſcal ; 
il teach you to plunder before you have ſecur d 
the enemy, you dogs you, 

He 455 "em with the blunderbuſt off the Auge. 

" SCENE changes to Sprightly's bouſe, 

'  "Sprightly and Toby, * 

Spright. Nay, faich, Toby, I pity thee with all 
my heart; but thou may'ſt make a moral uſe of 
this unlucky accident, and learn to believe thyſelf 
no wiſer than other p_ Go, lay aſide the 
woman, and rake up the ſtatue; all things are now 
ready for the laſt trial, aqd.it ſhall be put in execu- 
tion this very evening. | 

Toby. Truly, Sir, if your worſhip pleaſes, I-had 
rather be the carver's man, than the ſtatue; for if 
the old knight ſhou'd find out the trick, my diſguile 
wou'd be ſo heavy that I cou'd not run away, and 
he might chance to ſhoor me thro' the head wm 
his blunderbuſs, 

Sprigbt. Pith ! fool! you know he's ſo purbliad 
he can ſcarce ſee, Me 

Toby. Ay, but if he can't ſee, he can feel tho'; 
and, Sir, if he ſhould happen to tickle my ſi des, [ 
ſhou'd burſt out a laughing, and diſcover all. 

Sprigbt. It's impoſſible he ſhou d ſuſpect thee, 
I ſaw the ſtatue at the ſtone-cutter's who told me, 
the old gentleman expects it to be brought home 
every day. My painted canvas is exactiy copi 
from the original, and the pedeſtal tis to be plac'd 
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reach your ſides; or if he did, the daub is ſo hard 
and ſo thick, twou'd deceive a nicer touch than 
his, I'll warrant thee. But are the fellows at 
hand, who are to be concern d in the manage- 
ment ? 
Toby. They are all drinking at the next ale- 
houſe, and the gentleman who iz to act the ſtatue 
inſtead of me, Sir, is a man every inch of him. He 
married a woman who had beat fix huſbands todeath 
with the but-ends of their own muſkets; and ia 
three night's time made the wild beaſt ſo very tame, 
Sir, that the fawns upon him like a ſpaniel bitch 
when ſhe's afraid of a kicking, | 
Sprigbt. Thou haſt choſe an odd ſort of a ſimile, 
Toby; but hark! ſomebody knocks ! Go, ſez who 


it is. 


7 


LFS FE. 


Toby goes out, and re-enters with Cuttum. 

Toby. An't ple«ſe your worſhip, this is the gen- 
Lleman we were diicqurſing about. 

Sprigh. May 1 know your name, Sir? 

Cuttum. I am vulgarly known by the name of Cor. 
poral Cuttum ; 1 have been a ſoldier from my cradle, 
and a cuckold from my marriage-bed, Sir: I have 
run thro' all the mazes of fortune, but cou'd ne et 
lay hold of the gypſy ; I believe I'm too honeſt t 
be proſperous in this age; and if 1 live much ionge! 
| ſhall be too old to be knaviſh, I wound 800 


make ſome uſe of my time, Sir; for 1 have ate! 


learn'd to remember, that I come of a race ſo = 
4 


the reverſe of my way of living hitherto, 
gad if I continue honeſt much longer, 1 
be the only fool of my family! sh 


you ui? 


Sp-ight. Pray Me, Cuttum, what country t 


you the plain truth, 


Mou d — 221 by our ” — Spa- 

our ir z but a parcel of ſcoundrel 
— 3 _ will needs have the Cuttums to 
an Iriſh family, for no other reaſon egad, than 
reach of their aſſurance | 


Spright: Have you no friends in town to apply 
to 


Yes, Sir, there's a relation of mine ge- 
ly known about town ; he's a kind of a wit, 
and has writ plays; but be has an odd humour, 
that makes him incapable of ſerving a kinſman. 
FSorirbe. What humour is that, pray ? 


. Why, Sir, he has been ſo fond of father- 
1 Ing ftranger's children, that be ſcarce knows how 
f to look upon the ſon of a poor relation, 
f right. Well, Mr. Cuttum, you are a merry 
e fellow : you know the taſk, and the reward deſigu d 
. you, I ſuppoſe ? / 
* Cuttum, My worthy friend Mr. Toby—here, has 
inform'd me at large ; and Iam ready to prove with 
d how uch zeal I wou'd undertake an action ot 
if greater difficulty upon a leſs temptation. | 
le bt. | aſſure you, you have heard the utmoſt 
14 of your danger j come the worſt to the worſt tis 
th but a beating, and that I preſume you could bear 
with reſolution. | 
wm Cuttum. Am I a Cuttum, and do you aſk that 
queſtion ? Slife, Sir. beat a beating? 
'; Why, there's not a branch of our family, but has 
1 jence enough that way for any informing con- 
fable, bailiff's follower, female tatler, or marſhal 
ets of France, egad. N l 
ney Spright. That's well z I think all things are now 
me ina readineſs ; we'll go in, and about it preſently. 
— But heark e, Toby, is your diſguiſe come home 
0 ? 
to % Four hours ago, Sir.— But now you talk of 
ard 3 diſguiſe, am I to be a Jew or a Gentile ? 
han Spright, Oh! a Jew by all means. Come along 
at Mr, Corporal; while you are getting ready, I'll in- 
ge- firuſt you what to ſay to the Lady, tor the ill ſuc- 
eels of my laſt letter forbids me all thoughts of 
ale· ſending another. | 
atue Toby. Well | o'my conſcience, my maſter is the 
He firſt that ever went about to ſend a meſſage by a 
eath ſtone — [ They go in. 
din SCENE, Sir Timothy's bouſe. 
me, Sir Timothy and Leonora. 
itch Sir Tim. 'Sbud ! don't tell me of my promiſe ; 
aſk any ſtateſman in Chriſtendom, if promiſes are 
nile, hains on a wiſe man's will. Tis true 1 told the 
who dung fool Sprightly he ſhou d have you, but that 
as when no-boly of a better eſtate was of his 
| und, girl, 
gen- Leon.” The ties of duty, Sir, firſt led me to en- 
trrage Mr. Sprightly's addreſſes, in obedience to 
her commands; and nuw the ties of honuur for- 
Cor- dime to wrong à man who ſo ſincerely loves me, 
radle, ir Tim, I gave him my word, that if he cou'd 
have dat it me, he ſhoy'd keep what he got, with my 
pe et de will, and a good fortune; but alas! poor 
eſt de your fool, his bird-lime is no better than chaff. 
n gel, indn old fowl is too wiſe to be taken by it, ] 
gladly bardefeated fiye or fix of hig pr.j-dts already ; 
jatel ind ihe comes within the reach of my blunder- 


fi, ave gt him, by Sir Jeremy | 
fithe | and have contriv'd this ſureſt way to 
make e miſerable ! 


Tie Walking Statue. 


Oh, Sir! yoq ate the moſt barbarous of | 


% 


| dove ! how naturally it mourns the loſs of its mate 
| Come, come, its juſt your ſex ſhou'd ſhare a little 
of the forrow you beſtow, houſewife ! A woman's 
tears are like ſhowers in April, a neceſſary ingre - 
dient to make up her natural compoſition of change 
and inconſtancy. | 
Enter a 
| Serv. Sir, here's a man without hay ke 
home a great ſlone thing, that looks like the Great 


Turk, Sir. So 
Sir Tim. How | tbe ſtatue! bring him in, bring 
Exit ſervant. 


him ing firrah ! 

Leen. Sir, you are likely to talk of what I don't 
underſtand, and if you pleaſe I'll retire to my 
chamber. N 

Si- Tim. No, no, pray ſtay, daughter ; 1'll ware 
rant you, if Sprightly was coming inſtead of the 
ſtatue, you'd not be in ſuch haſte a 


but you women never care much for a man 

marble ! 

Leon, I am all obedience, Sir, 

[She turns ber back upon the deor, and uu 
penſtvely againſt the bangings. 

Re-enter the ſervant with Toby diſgult'd like « Jew 
with great bier, and @ ſhort cloak, followed 
by four men bearing is a frams, u 
Corporal Cuttum in the reef a Aotue. 
Toby. Save you, Sir '—- Have « care, have a careg 

gently, gently, I fay—Sir, Mr. Chiſſel has ſent home 

your ſtatue, Sir, and where wou'd you pleafe it 
ſhou'd be ſet? Have a care, 1 ſay ; gently, gently. 

Sir Tim. Stay! let me put on my ſpectacles, and 
Fl! tell you preſently—Humph ! who are you, Sir? 

Toby. I am by profeſſion a ſtatuary, by country 
a Portugueſe, but brought up in England ; by qua- 
= a foreman, alias a journeyman, and by religion 
a Jew, Sir, 5 

Sir Tim. A Jew? Adzucks! what have you te 
do in a chriſtian country, firrah ? . 

Toby, Ha, ha, you are pleas'd to be merry, Sir! 
But where muſt the ſtatue be plac'd, an't pleaſe 
you ? 

Sir Tim. Plac'd [ Afide.) Egad, I don't like this 
fellow, be ſays he's a Jew, but he looks like a Pbi- 
liſti ne! 

Toby. Set him down there, gently, gently ;' be 
care tul how you place him, pray gentlemen —— 
now he ſtands right — go, ſtay without till I come 
to you. our bearers go outs 

Sir Tim. Let me ſee how this ſtatue looks, 
Ads my lite ! a pretty piece of workmanſhip truly ! 
But pray, friend, why did not Mr. Chiſſel come 
himſelf? Am 1 ſo bad a cuſtomer, that he muſt 
ſend ſervants to do my buſineſs ? nay and heathen 
ſervants too ? 

Toby. Your worſhip, I perceive, is a facetious old 

gentleman. But my maſter, an't pleaſe you, is 

fick ar preient. : 

Sir Tim. Old gentleman ! firrah ! Is that your 
Hebie breeding! Get out of my houſe, you rogue 
that Levitical face of thine ſtirs up my indigna- 
tion | 

Toby. I beg your pardon heartily, If 1 have aid. 
any tning that off-nds you, Sir ; but pray don't be 
in a paſſion for nothing. Is not the work done as 
you expected it ? 

[ Al! the while Sir Timothy is talking wvith Toby. 
Cuctum makes wwbimfical motions from the table 
ro Leonora, whe leans penſively, and don't e- 

erve bim. —_ 

Sir Tim. Expected It, firrah ! I did not expect to 

have the figure to be ſent home by a rogue ef a 


which 


5e ip, Hogan Goodapy | pretty turtle - 


Jew, atrah! Let mp look ali round the piece ; 
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* 


Fe "rx tem to gas but the ſuperſtitious dog has 
cumcis's my ſtatue ! © EY 
Bi: Hu, ln, he, bB. 
Sir Tim, Villdin, fafcal! what, am I to be 


. d at to my face! © | | | 
- Toby. Ha, ha, ha, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, ha, 
ha, he, I vow you are the pleaſanteft gentleman 
of your age that ever I mot -. 1 
| Sir Tim Again at my age, frrah ? here, Robin, 


Jonsthan, quickly, bring me myBblunferbuſs. Sirrah, 


[ gut of my hauſe, or I'l] break, off à timb of the 


tue, and knock out your brains with it, 
{Her was to pull off one ef the fares legs, and Cat. 
Luhn bin down Bachward with the — * 

Iz. *Slife ! ail's out! I'll make off while I can, 


t Tim. Rogues! murder! help! dogs! mur- 

der! murder ! ode F W 

Los. Heay'ns, Sir ? what's the matter? 

Sir Tits. Matter | you baggage'? Don't you fee 

What's the matter ? That long-bearded rogue of a 

ew has affranted'me to my. face, and beat out my 
h behind my back. Rogues! Robin, Harry, 


apathzn ! What, muſt I be murder'd, and no body, 


me in to my afliftance ? | 
| ' | He runs out calfing the ſer vants. 


Dem. I am glad he's gone, for my heart ach'd 
K uily when he came to pull my leg off. Tie a; 
ucky miftake” that he thinks Toby ſtruck him 


ut I'M take this opportunity to ſpeak to the lady. 
Madam adam | 

[He leaps down, and ftalks towards Leonora, who 

turn, and bricks at bis approaching ber. 

Leon. Oh, heavens, what's here! Ghoſts ! Spi- 
vits! Devils! Ah! help! help! help! 

Cuttum. Nay,now we are all undone, and egad 
if you die a maid, tis no more than you deſerve 
& your daman'd unſeaſonable ſqueaking ! 

H 


e rant to the table, and with much ads pets up, 
and fand ig bis old poflurs 3 but for b:fle miſ- 
fakes, and puts the wrong leg forward, 5 

Les. Ah me! I fee too late this is a trick 6 
$prightly's. 
Emer Sir Timothy, and bit ſervants. 

Ob! Sir! 1 was half frighted, but beg your par- 

don for alarming you; being in a melancholy hu- 
mour, I had forgot the ſtatue ſtoad upon the table, 

and looking that way on the ſudden took it for a 

naked Min. 5 
Sir Tim. Oh ! did you fo, gaod daughter! I fee 

very well what you would be at; this exceſy of 

our folly betrays the lewdneſs of your thoughts, 

1 fee | that raſcal Jew beat off my ſpeRtacles— 

Oh! bere they lie- Well! 1 yow this is a very eu- 

rious piece of ſeu ptute! no real fleſh and blood 

cou'd appear more lively, If that knave Chiſſel 
had not ſent it by a Jew, I cou'd have been ex- 
tremely pleas'd with it. —— [He views Cuttum 

—— reund, who expreſſes a great deal of fear. 

But ſtay ! 1 forgot to look whether 1 have not hurt 

the leg tho Auſo! what's here; | am 

ſure this Iimb does not ſtand as it did juſt now, 
daughter! daughter! 


Leon. Sir. 
Sir Tim. Look here, is this the right poſture or no ? 
{ While Sir Tim. turns to (peak to bis daughbter, 
Cuttum puts bis leg as it was before. 

Leon. Right Sir ? Ves, pray what ails it? 

Sir Tim. Ails it? 'Slife I am bewitch'd—I am 
frre the devil's in me, or my ſpeQtacies ; why 'twas 
but this moment the leg Rood here, and now 

Cuttum. Death, Sir ! ſtand out of my way, or 
you're as dead as a door-nail, [ Afedes] 'Slife I'll be 
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Sir Tim. — day! i my houſe become an en- 
chanted caftle ? What a plague ! I ſhall be hooted 
at as I walk along the ſtreets, if this jeſt paſſes 
wel 
dog I'll warrant him. 


Here! follow me, ye raſcals, I'll ſtatue the 
{He runs out with bir ſerwants after Cyttan, 


Leon. What a wretched condition has my folly 
brought me to ? If I flip this opportunity of efcap. 


ing while the houſe is in ſo great confuſion, I fh 
be miſerable for ever. I'll get out the back-wy, 


mv 


take petticoats for T 


6üũ— ons | ome. 


| 8 be goet on 


8c E NE changes to @ court yard; with ' weil ini, 


[ He runs out.| 


Enter Toby frigbted. 


Toby. Here have I crawPd about this quarter of 
ah hour, and can find no means to reach the door, 
without being diſcover's by ſome of the old fel 
low's maidenhead- watchers! and if I Rtay ben 


ch longer, the danger will be equal. A por 
t oby, . hie is the ef of 


following them What ſhalt I do let me think 
a little |! Aiſbobs I have it; I have anold 


tie 


| black maſk in my pocket with horns upon it; Ill 


i on, and creep down into yonder well, it look 


Ke = dry one; or if I am drown'd, tie a better 


the 
the 
tor 


the 


tu 


death than being drubb'd to deſtruction 1 
lie quietly all night, and in the morning bolt tho 
the door in my vizor ant black waiftcoat ; it may 
ſo happen, that the rogues will take me for a devil 
that they fay walks in this neighbourhooc, and 
give me free paſſage Bur firſt, down cloak, that 
if the well be deeper than ordinary, I may be ſure 
to fall ſoftly ; I'll tie on the maſk when I am fafe 
at the bottom. So, now for it ! neck or nothing, 
as The proverb ſays. | 


[ He threw: down bis cloak, and gets into the 
— 


Re-enter Sir Timothy, and the ſervants with gun 


favs, &c, 


Sir Tim. Who wou'd have thought that the 
four rogues who brought in that dog of a flat, 
thou'a have waited fo cunningly to carry him of 
again upon occaſion? Adzooks but we maul'd 


m in their retreat ! go, ye rogues, get ye into 
cellar, and drink -yourſelves drunk us a rewanl 


your valour, 


pate for! My daughter is afraid of a reproof, 


and is crept filently into her cloſer. 1'1! not diſturd 
ner till morning, but go write an account of thi 
night's works to her good old grandmother in the 
country. [He goes eu. 
SCENE changes to a cellar, with a wiel 

the front ſcene, and diſcovereth the ſervants ſung 

round a black jack, drinking and merry. 

1% Serv. Here, honeſt Thomas. here's to thet- 

2d Serv. Prithee, what ſubject ſhall we be en 
to-night ? politics are grown muſty, learning 
below men of a genteel education, and ſcandal you 
know is taking upon us the converſation of ct 
betters. | 

3d Serv. Why faith fince we have leave to be 
merry, honeſt Thomas had beſt give us a ſong- 

24 Sery, A match boys 
ſong of my own making. 


I'll fing you ® 


1/t. Serv. Of thy making? What! a fooume® 


rn poet? 


[be ſerwants go out bowing: | 
Well! after all! this Sprightly is a brave bold fel- 
low, and deſerves the baggege heartily; for I 
cou'd imagine till now, that any woman in th 
world was worth a man's venturing a knock 


* 


ul Serw. A footman turn poet ? ay Sir ; why 
wt! Since the poets have met with footmen's en- 
comngement, footmen have taken up the poet's 


on. : 

Serv. But bow can a fellow withovt learning, 
ther Thomas, be maſter of that feeling, touch- 
ing way that the poets talk of ? | 

2d Serv. Pugh |! fool ! the art of poetry is tbe 
gift of nature, and *twou'd be no new thing to tell 
the world, that there's many a footman can touch, 
ud move, and feel, and ſtir up the paſſions with 
the beſt poet in Chriſtendom. But liften to the 

boys. [ Here @ Song. 
1e. Rarely ſung i' faith, Thomas. 

4d Serv. Adzookers, he has pleas'd me fo well, 
that I'll e'en make bold with a bottle of the fine 
wine my maſter has ſet a cooling in the old well 
there, and treat ye like gentlemen. 

All, Why, that's kindly done now. 

Third Servant riſes, and opening the wicket, take: 
at 8 bottle, and bolds it between bim and the light. 
qd Serv. Let's ſee, I think 1 have got the right 

fort, no, tis not z——this is the rot-gut rheniſh. 

- [While the fellow turns to look at the bottle, 

Toby, baving put on the black born'd maſt, 
thrufls bis bead out of the wicket, and the 
ſervant, going to change the bottle, firikes it 
againſt bis forehead, - 

3d Serv. Ah ! the devil, the devil! a 

Throws down the bottle, and runs backward. 

if „ *Slife, there's the devil in good 
= Rogues, thi I'll be ſ 

. eves, I among you ſud- 

denly. [ He tumbler d into the cellar. 


24 Ser, Oons ! Roger, fly, the devil's amongft| 


v3! 
All. Help! help ! the devil! the devil! thedevil! 
beat one another dawn, and hurry out 
beadlong, and Toby after them. 
The SCEN E changer ts the ball. 
Enter Sir Timotby with bis blunderbuſs. 

Sir Tim, Here | Harry! Thomas | Jonathan ' 
rogues! raſcals ! where are you ? What's the mat- 
ter below ? Hey day! what's here to do ? 

[ Enter ſervants running. 
if Serv. Help ! help ! the devil! 

3d Serv, The pope! the pope | the devil! 

24 Serv. Oh ! Sir ! the devil has taken poſſefſion 
ef your worſhip's cellar. 

Sir Tim, The devil! you rogpes ! and are ye 
loch pitiful, cowardly, eren foul fellows, 
u to de afraid of the devil, Adibobs ! wou'd he 
had been impudent enough to bave come into my 
preſence ? I'd have devil's him with a———'Slife, 
"Tb ſtand out of my way=——Help! help 

p! 

{In the midſt of Sir Timothy's ſpeech, Toby 
appears at the ball door, and the knight beat; 
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The Walking Statue. 


5 
dewn bit ſervant, and runs out frfl z, the 
men follow, crying out as before. 7 

Toby. Well! 1 have better luck now I am a de- 
vil, than 1 had when I was a woman ; and ſome 
arch wags wou'd from thence take occafion to ſwear 
that the devil is the leaſt of the two evils. But 1 
have no time to be witty av preſent, I ſee the 
ſtreet door open, and will lay hold on the oppor- 
unity» [ He goes outs 
Re-enter Sir Timothy, and the ſequancs peeing. 

Sir Tim. Is he gone? 
2d Serv. I think the coaſt is clear at preſent. 
[They come forwards; 
Sir Tim. I'll ordain a yearly thankſgiving to be 
kept on this day throughout my family, for the 
wonderful deliverance. [Loud knocking at the door. 
Stand cloſe here l for heav'n's ſake ſtand cloſe, far 
I am afraid he's a coming again! | 
[They buddle cloſe together, and fland gaxi 
as in expefation ; and enter Sprightly wit 
Leonora in a maſt, attended by Corporal Cut - 
tum, and Toby in bis visor. 

Sir Tim. Deliver me ye pow'rs, for yonder's the 
devil return'd with his whole family. p 
- Spright. Ha! ha! ha | poor Sir Timothy, tis 8 
devil of my breeding. [Pulls of Toby's maſts 

Toby. 'Tis I my own ſelf, in very deed, Sir, 

Sir Tim. Why then in very deed, Sir, 1 wiſh the 
real devil wou'd run away with the pretended one. 

Toby. Adſme ! Sir! if you wiſh your wishes 
upon me, I'll ſnatch off my friend the ſtatue a 


leg here, and knock your brains out. ' 
Sir Tim. to Cuttum.] Why, were you the dog 
was turn d into ſtone, Sir ? 


Cuttum. The very ſame at your ſervice, Sir. 
Sprigbt. Ol Sir! Love has been author of tran» 
ter metamorphoſes, than any in Ovid. 
Sir Tim. And pray, Mr. Sprightly, what pretty 

part are you to act in your turn here? 

2 A double one, Sir, in conjunction with 
t his lady. 
Takes of Leonora's maſt, and kneels with ber to 

ir Timothy. 


Leon. Our firſt requeſt, Sir, is for your pardon 3 
and our next, that you will pleaſe to ratify our ar- 
ticles of agreement, according to the promiſe you 
were pleas'd to make us. 

Sir Tim. Confuſion ! furies | devils! witek- 
craft! rogues | tricks | damnation ! conjuration ! 
and diftration ! 

[ He rave, and flamp:, and runs off the flage. 

Sprig bt. Come, lovely Leonora, let us fullow 
him, and mollify his paſhon by ſubmiſſion and en- 
treaty; and may our example teach the world this 
certain maxim : | 

Love, like the palm-tree, by oppreflion grows, 


flows, 


Check d, like ſtopp'd rivers, more _ 
And, like Antæus, gathers ſtrength from blows. 


